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limself more treacherous still than they.
Everything was poisoned now.

A voice whispered to him that his despair
tfas all comic, unreal, false ; that there was
lothing so terrible even in having opened the
etter ; that it was, in a way, only an accident
:hat Boston had not left it unsealed,

He was divided between a jealous, exclusive
.ove of Felicia which had suddenly unfolded
n him, and a feeling that there was nothing
it all to cry out for. She was his, said the
lark embittered part of him, and his posses-
don had been cruelly and treacherously
violated. He had no claim on her, said the
)ther; she had always been free. These
things happened, and it was for friends to
iccept them. He swayed between the two
ieep arguments till they both dissolved
iway, leaving only the ache of loss, He had
tost Felicia, and he had lost a part of himself
with her. Life would never be simple any
more.

The clock chimed out eight, mocking him.
Without Felicia it meant nothing, The silvery
voice came from a great barren waste.

He could not give it all up; he must see
bier. He would ask her to many him.

He sealed the letter again and put it in